JUNO AND THE PAYCOCK       ACT

MRS. BOYLE, Gwan, Jack, put on a record.
MRS. MADIGAN. Gwan, Captain, gwan.
BOYLE. Well, yous'll want to keep a dead
silence.

(He sets a record, starts the machine, and
it begins to play "If you're Irish, come
into the Parlour"    As the tune is in
full blare, the door is suddenly opened
by  a  brisk,  little  bald-headed man,
dressed circumspectly in a black suit;
he glares fiercely at all in the room; he
is " NEEDLE NUGENT ", a tailor.    He
carries his hat in his hand.}
NUGENT (loudly, above the noise of the gramo-
phone). Are  yous  goin'  to  have  that  thing
bawlin' an* the funeral of Mrs* Tancred's son
passin* the house?    Have none of yous any
respect for the Irish people's National regard
for the dead?

(BOYLE stops the gramophone?)
> MRS. BOYLE. Maybe,  Needle Nugent,  it's
nearly time we had a little less respect for the
dead, an' a little more regard for the livin'.

MRS. MADIGAN. We don't want you, Mr,
Nugent, to teach us what we learned at our
mother's knee. You don't look yourself as if
you were dyin'of grief; if y'ass Maisie Madigan
anything, I'd call you a real thrue Die-hard an*
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